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"iOO. ROADHENDERS ON THE BOULEVARD AT SAINT-REMY. DECEHBER 1889 
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1. The Sower. Pen and brush, washed. 2^ 
24 "< If)}. Delft, M. Tutcin N'Dltheuius 

2. F i s h *“ c u r i n g i n S c h e v e u i 11 gen. Pencil 
and pen, heightened with white. n X i7i% 

The liagLie, Miss E. de Hoer~Gijsbcild, 
liodenpijl 

3. T h c b i b 1 e , a n cl Z cj 1 a ' s ''Joy 0 f L i i e 
25} X 30 'J. Amsterdam, Y. W. van Gogh 

n ^ 

4. View ij’om Van Gogh's atelier in Paris, 
iu} :< 15. Amsterdam, V. W. Van Gogh 

5. SELF-PORTRAIT, 1887. 17?, x 14-k Amster- 3 ' 

dam. V. W. van Gogh 

6. A r { i s t f* i n a R c s I a ii r a ii t . 2i} X iS}. ^ 

Amsterdam, V. VV. van Gogh 

7. P o r t i’ a i I o f P e r e T a n g u y . 36:} X eBf. d 

Paris, Ahis(G Rodin 


STILL LIFE. 25^ X 32. Paris, Pan! Rosenberg 

Lemons. 21 :< 25. Hocnclerlo, Holland, 
Kroller-Muller Foundation 

P o t a I 0 c s . 15 X 18L Ploenderlo, Holland, 

Kroller-Miiller Foundation 

T h e D r a w b ridge, igf X 25 L Cologne, 
VVallraPRicharlz Museum 

THE DRAWBRIDGE. 23 X 28}. Amsterdam, 
V. W. van Gogh 

Sailing-Boats. Reed-pcii drawing, g*!* 
X 12 fa Berlin, National Gallery 

Lane at L e s S a 1 n t e s - M a r i c s . Reed-pen 
drawdng. gi X 12, Berlin, National Gallery 

S a i i i 11 g - b o a t s at L e s S a i n t e s - M a r i e s . 
25 X 28. Ainsterdain, V. W. van Gogh 


8. .Boulevard de Clicliy, l^aris. t8} X 2iJ. 
Amsterdam, V. W. van Gogh 

9. Restaurant d e I a S i r e n c at Jo i n vi 1 1 e . 
22 1 .< 27. Paris, Louvre 

10. View of P a r i s . 2i|- 28 R Amsterdam, 

V. W. van Gogh 

T i . View o I Montmartre, Paris. 22 x 2 . 

Amsterdam, V. W. van Gogh 

12. Avenue by tiie Seine near Asnieres, 
igt 25 ‘J. Amsterdam, V. W. van Gogh 

13. Bridge a t C h a t 0 u . 20.^ X 23 th Paris, 

Mrs. L. Reinach-Goujon 

14. La Tcrassc de Tuilerics, Paris. io}xrBL 
New York, Knocdler & Co» 

15. Factories. 2i,i: X 28-J. Amsterdam, W. 
Weinberg 

16. C o u r t y a r d of a Factory. i8i X 2i i> 
Morion, U.S.A., Barnes Foundation 

17. G a r d e 11 o f a n 1 11 ii . 19I x 33 b Paris, 
Louvre 

18. In the Forest. i8| X 15. Amsterdam, 
V. W. van Gogli 


33. SAILING-BOATS AT LES SAINTES- 

MARIES. Water-colour and pen, igil X 21!. 
Berlin, Bernhard Kohler 

34. The Plain of La Cram Reed-pen drawing. 19 
X 25 G Amsterdam, V. W. van Gogh 

35. View of Aries, with irises in bloom. 
21;}- X 25.}. Amsterdam, V. W. van Gogh 

36. C o r n fi el d , 2i .} x 25L Amsterdam, Rijks- 
museum 

37. Meadows near Arles. 12.} x 15;}. Paris, 
E. Bignoii Alt Gallery 

38. Field with C o r n - s h e a v e s . 20-J X 26| , 

Stockholm, National Museum 

39. Field with C o r n »• s h e a v e s . 2 G X 26. 

Paris, Wildenstein & Co. 

40. Noon. Alter Millet. 28} x 35 1 . Paris, 
E. Bignou Art Gallery 

41. ’THE SOWER. 13 X i6|. Amsterdam, V. 
W. van Gogh 

42. A ‘'Mas** in Provence. Indian ink 
drawing. 14! x 2o|x Amsterdam, Rijks- 
museum 


19. Orchard, 29I x 2i|. The Hague, H, P. 
Bremmer 

■20. Absinthe. i8:| X 13 - Amsterdam, V. W, 
van Gogh 

21. The Yellow Chair. 35I x 2>B* London, 
Tate Gallery 

, '■ 22. 'Oleanders'. 23^* X 28L Loodorn Mrs, R, A. 
, -f ^ 'Workman ' '■ ■ ^ ' 

e'a 18, X; 25I. 'presdedj Musettm*-' . , ' 



43, ViewofLesSaintes-Maries. Reed- 
pen drawing. jj x 23I. Wintertlmr, Dr. 
Oskar Reinhart 

44, Blue Cart in Fields* Pen, water-colour 
and pencil 15} x ai. Cologne, Dr. P. 
Seligmann 

45, LANDSCAPE NEAR ' AIJVERS. 29 x 36L 
Munich, Neue Staatsgalcrie , 

,46,' The 'Public , Garden in ^Arl'es. ' g8;| X ,36,' 

; . ' Wk'ship^tohv JJ.S.A., Phillips' yMernoidal, Gallery y; 

'v;47;' ; TttC' Public'CIardep'' ih Arles-. - ,28| X''3'6|., 
: ^ ;'Yotk,y Cbllecti^ylaeqb^ 
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.(.H. 1 ' li r A 1 i j )>. ^ /\ r I ■■ , , > i 

drrio, fl'/Haiitl, [vi*A» ?- \h:r*,'< j A*;; ■ k ,t. 

.•10. nOAl’S ON Tl-IA RilO'Cr. i 
an d<T Riihr. I''»lku<'ni In, r';\i 

50. M'hc iN)iin <[(• Tnnrj ucJ .n ! l.n :o / k'A 
Nrw ^A;'L, S. I'Aitni.i! l.i 

5? . R a i 1 \v a y \) rid y ,11 ! i r ^ . aO, -a ■ ! , 

l^jrlo-Rnncrn Man,; limiaiyna 

52. A Spriy uf Ahninini-l)! {.r.-asun m.‘ 

Ziiri« ii, Mrs. li. Cn.ai i-‘Kisiiny 

53‘ n - ( i ( » vv c r s . I.caulmu I'aia 

Oaliery 

51 [. 1 h T ran. yfj ' ad. Paul vfij] IVlnn- 

ficisrf)lin“f>arthotdy 

55. Blossoming Jdmr-lroc. 2oy v idR Amslm 
dam. V. VV. van Onyh 

56. W a s h o r w o m c n . 28,^ :< 25 A Hamlmry. 

Kuristiiaile 

57. DRAWBRIDGE IN ARLES. '^dlA-MR 
New Y(n'k. Knocdlcr & Go, 

58. "‘La M o u s ni jO\ ypj, 23 A New Vruk, 
Chester Dale 

59. 'F h e Post in a n R o u H rm 1 9 v, 25 \ . Ik^rlin, 
T)t\ J. Freiid<‘n[)cn» 

60. The Postman Roulin. Rred-pcn drawing, 
9} X r2A Wiiiterfliur, lAsian* of |)i. A. 
Halmloser 

61. Peasant. Rced-peu drawing. 15 ;< 19], 
Stockholm, Thorslcn Laurin 

62. Head of a Boy, X44 >" ivAR Amsterdam, 

V, W, van Gogh 

63. P e a s a 11 1 « 24 X ipf. Florence, lA Sforni 

64. Portrait of a French Officer. 32 J x 
Hoenderlo, Holland, Kroller-Xfuilei Founda," 
don 

65. Tlie Actor. 24I X 20 A I'loeuderlo, Holland, 
Ivrollcj-Mul ler Fou ndat ion 

66. The Arlesieiine, 25! x Amsicniam, 
Rijksmuseum 

67. The A r 1 e s i e n n e . 36 1 x 29 A York, 
A. Lewisohn 

68 . Self-portrait. \ 6.1 X 13. Amsterdam, \A 

W. van Gogh 

69. THE PAINTER ON HIS IVAY TO^VVORK„ 
19 X 17A Magdeburg,, Kaiscr-Friedrich Mu- 
scum 

70. Self-portrait, i 0 6 . 24.5 x 20. Bering 
Pau! von Mendelssohn-Barlboidy 

71. ' Self-portrait, 1II88* 24|'X 20!, 'New York, 

Collection Poht^er 

72. S e 1 IN p o r t r a i t , I 8 8 9 . 22 1 , K 1 7 A Dicreri^ 

Holland, 'D* K^tz ' ' ' , . /" ■, ■ ’■ ' ' ' 
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yM’n an ilv-v Ruinr, l'Ajl;\'mrit'-MuKrHin 

87. ■[' h c P 1 o u g h til a n . Uj} X 2 pA ParL, XL 
Rnnctllcr Art Galler\ 

88. d' h c Reaper. 17! :< fiA Werdea an iter 
Ruhr, Dr. Gt'org Hiradilaud 

89,, I'lic \Vcj{»cJ»en Her. r;i x oG Ainsterrkun, 

Vk W. van Chegh 

90. 'Fhe Sower. 32 X 29 A Berlin, W, Peters 

91. ()n the Tlire.shold of IM^croity. 31 1 
X 29|‘. Hociiderim Holland, Kxriiler-Mrfifcr 
Foundadtni 

92. llie Good Samaritan, vB'i* x 25>A Hoerw 
derlo, Holland, Kroiler-Mfiltcr Fmmduiioii 

93. PIRFA* alii X 23 G Amsterdain, V. W. van 
Gogh 

94* Fortrail of Ur. Roy. 25;} X 21, Moscow, 
Mu‘?cmin oFYlodern Art 

95. La Bercrusm 36 X 28. Paris, Paul Rosen- 
Berg An Gallery 

96. The Chief Super in rend e«t of the 
Asyhinv at Saini-.Rem)x 24 x Soto- 
tinirp, Swit^fiiaodj Mrs. CL DllboMllller 

97. PORT, rah: OF: dr. {AACHRIA, piliyMrai: 

'New York^ Collecdon S. K'rarrian^ki 
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fj8. School];(.>y . y. Li. [. Private' (JoUfa.tioii in 
Switzerland 

9f). Pcasant-g-iid in a CorufickL '/ 

WiiiLcrtJinr, I:islate of Dr, A. iialuiloser 

2 00. Ro a cD menders on tlie Boulevard at 
SaiiU-Rcmy, 29 -J X 36 A Pat'is, Paul Rosern 
i)crg 

JOI. BANK OF THE RIVER V\^ITH ROWING- 
BOATS, AT AUVERS, 281- x 36T New 
York, Knoedier & Co. 

J02. The Asylum at Saint-Reniy. 35I x 28. 
Ijcrlin, Paul von Alendclssolin-Bartholdy 

103. 'File Asylum at Saint-Reniy. 23 lyf. 
Paris, Max Kazanowiisch 

TO-i. T ]} e Poplars on the Hill. 24 X iB. 
Liizcni, Switzerland, J« W, Bdhlcr 

105. ChestniU Tree in Blossom. 24 x 19. 
Hocndcrlo, Holland, Krdlier-Miiller Founda- 
lion 

106. C o li r t y a r d o F a Prison. 3i I X 257}:, 
Moscow, Museum of Modern Art 

107. T he D i g g e r s . 24-i x lyR Fi'ivate collec- 

ticni in Switzeriand 

108. The Chateau o 1 A u v c r s . 192 X 40. 

Amsterdam, Vk W. van Gogh 


J09. FIELDS IN RISING STORM. ipy x 40. 
Amsterdam, V.. W. van Gogh 

i 1 o, T he M a i r i e at A u v c r s . 28I x. gdx ^ 

Paris, Ikrul Rosenberg 

in. The Steps at Anvers, ig X 27 L Kfan- 
chestcr, Herbert Coleman 

i 12. D a u b i g n y ’ s G a r d e n . 21 y 41. New 

York, Collection S. Kramarski 

113. RAVENS FLYING OVER CORNFIELDS. 
20 X 39L Amsterdanij V. \¥. van Gogh 

1 14. T he P ] o ii g In , 28F X 36. Amsterdam, V. 

W. van Gogh 

115. Landscape at Anvers. 28-!- x 36. Moscow, 
Museum of Modern Art 

u6. C o r 11 f i e 1 d s a t S a i n t - R e m y . 28 x 36. 
Hoenderlo, liolland, Kroller-Muller Founda- 
tion 

1 1 7. Sunset. 28x36. Vienna, A. van Hoboken 

1 18. The Plain at Auvers. 28J x 36L London, 
Sir Victor Schuster 

1 19. Mountain landscape. 22I X 28. Hoen- 
derlo, Fiollaud, Krollei’-Mullcr Foundation 

1 20. Country Road by N i g h 1 . 36 x 28. 

IToenderJo, Holland, Kroller-Mtiller Founda- 
tion 
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HEN THE NAME OF VlNCENl’ VAN (jCJtiH is mentioned we are rcinindcd ot a number 
oi briiliaiil pictiu'cs, but at the same time we tliink ol the shadows of a pitihi! life whidi its 
bearer dragged like a cross lo aii unlimcly Golgotha. Art and life are here so closely interwoven, .so 
inseparably boiuid up with one anotiier, that we cannot attempt to describe tliem separately, as is so 
often done in “monographs on artists'’. Aloreover, van Gogh’s life was not subordinated to the rules 
of any period or milieu, his work followed no one direction or pi'ogrammc. Both were unusual and 
in their way unique. I’he name ol van Gogh suggc.sts primarily no theme connected with the history of 
art, but rather an eminently human one. He was a missionary who painted. He was a painter with social 
ideas. His story is not that of an eye, a palette, a brush, but the tale of a lonely heart which beat within 
the walls of a dark prison, longing and suffering without knowing why. Until one day it saw the sun, 
and in the sun recognized the secret of life. It flew towards it and was consumed in its rays. 

This pathway from coldness to warmth, from mist to brightness, from the north to the south, has 
been trodden by many others before van Gogh, but in a very difi'erent way. With what dignity, what 
thoughtfulness and care in registering every stage did Goethe follow it I But van Gogh rushed towards 
the fatal glow thoughtlessly and with childlike haste, almost like a modern Icarus. 

The tragedy of his briel life lies in the fact that he spent most of it seeking amidst sorrow, pain and 
despair after the simplest, the most obvious thing in existence, the sun, and that he died as soon as he 
had found it. For none of his predecessors had the way been so difficult, the transition of the northern 
man from the world of literature, of ideas, of morality and social problems to the sensual world of pictures. 
No one before him had sought so passionately after what he did not possess. One element of the southern 
clime was innate in his dark and frigid origin : the Mistral, that wind which can lift stones from the ground 
and carry them away. He had the Mistral in his heart, and borne on its wings he set out to End the rest: 
the sun and colour. 

His life is the story of a great and passionate heart, which was entirely filled with two things : love 
and sorrow. Love, not in the sense of likings or preferences, of sympathy or aesthetic taste, but in its 
deepest form, charity, a deep religious relationship to men and things. Here is the root of his life and art. 
This love of his led him to sefl-sacriflee, to a prodigal spending of his own ego. His life was an uninter- 
rupted giving of himself, and his painting was nothing but the most adequate means of giving him.seir 
which he discovered after many other attempts. 

This impetuous devotion, this religious form of action, were in him of an unusual grandeur, and the 
greater they became, the harder seemed to liim those words of Spinoza which in his case became a terrible 
truth: “He who loves God cannot expect to be loved by God in return.’- 'The violence of this ioye of his 
did notbring him within the community of men, it separated him from them and made him suspicious and 
lonely. ^ Thus, together' with- loyey'. a 'second feeling entered his .heart: sorrow,, .'not .indeed- in '.tl^elighfer;, 
i|,.fbrrh':-df;mdancholy,; Butvin^thn'^gid^^ 'of deep' su?&ring.kand'-:dft'entof-'despffir,'.,lt'’ was;^ 
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into liu' u'cb oi ins siujrl hlc its aii csscnlicii tind inscpcU'solc piirt. Just as Ins icligioiis iovc ioi the poor, 
the weak and tiie sic k was nol reciprocated, so was it also with his earthly loves. He loved three women. 
I'hc iirsi, made iiin of him, the second ran away from him, the third, who was really fond of him, tried 
to Hike her own iiic. Bui his last great love was for the sun, which he glorified in his pictures. Men 
w'oulcl have noihiiig to do with these pictures and laughed at them. And even the sun did not love him; 
it robbed him of his reason and killed him. 


If ever a life was tragic, Vincent’s was certainly so. Only one man understood him, loved him and 
helped him: his Ijrotlier Theo, four years his junior. At the most difficult moments Theo was always 
liiere, consoling him in his dt:spair, suggesting new ways when he appeared to have reached an impasse, 
encouraging him in his creative work. Theo sacrificed his money, submitted patiently to all the un- 
bearable, incalculable, contradictory, evil and capricious characteristics which became manifest in his 
eider hrolher as the process of self-destruction continued. Love, friendship and admiration aided him 
in his ta.sk. Vet one (lay he had to listen to the terrible words, uttered from the depths of suffering; 
‘'You can give rue money, but you can’t give me a wife and children.” 

Above the story of Vincent van Gogh’s life, which lasted thirty-seven years, one might place as 
motto the rvorcls which he himself uttered at the death-bed of his father.' “Dying is hard, but living 
is harder still.” 

0( lu.s works, the production of which occupied barely ten years of his life, one might say what 
Dr. Gadiet, vs'ho attended him in his last day.s, wrote of him: “The words ‘love of art’ are scarcely 
applicable to him, one ought to say: beliel even unto martyrdom.” 

Vincent van Gogh was born on March 30th, 1853, Groot-Zundert in Holland. His birthplace lay 
in the midst of Hat country beneath a low sky, intersected by canals which might have been drawn with a 
ruler. The life of its inhabitants was narrow and provincial, for they were good bourgeois whose existence 
was easy and free from troubles; they followed the precepts of law, custom and the ten commandments. 
It was also coirsitlered a virtue to be “well-bred”. Vincent grew up in an old-fashioned country house 
with many windows, in the company of a number of younger brothers and sisters. His father was a 
dergyman, by nature and profession helpful, good-tempered and considerate. His mother, with whom 
he had a great inward affinity, was named Anna-Gornelia Barbentus. The material position of the family 
was very modest. 

The red-haired boy was not handsome. What distinguished him in these simroundingswas Ms tem- 
, perament, which was the exact opposite of everything around him, for he was unsociable, passionate, 
undisciplined and retiring. A warm relationship existed from the earliest days between him and his 
. younger brother Theo; ' ' ■ v ' ' > . ' ... 


When he was twelve years old, he was sent to a boarding-school at Zevenbergen’ At sixteen, he ■ 
Teturaedffo’his parents’ ,hou8e,,;His sister describesdiow' at this'timeffie, used, ,tb escape: from ’die '■ ,• 

^Ae'^!eepy:vittage aiid"takp"^ugejn;the bpen.dffinriy .to 'avoid 'tte 
’ BifoadStherifc 
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hang forward, his reddish lair liair cut short beneath a straw hat which ovvrshadow(,'d an aniisual face: 
nor at all the face ol a boy. His itrow was already slightly wrinkled, his eyebrows drawn together in 
deep thought across the wide forehead; his eyes small and deep-set, sometimes blue, at other times 
greenish, according to his changing expressions. Despite this unattractive, awkward appeaiunce, tlurre 
was yet something remarkable in his unmistakable expression of inward profundity.” 

Even then his parents had a feeling that there was .something unusual about their son and they felt 
a presentiment of the trouble he would later be to them. As they walked along the lonely country road to 
visit the sick, they often used to stop and discuss the future of their eldest child. Their first step was to send 
him to The Hague, where they obtained, through the inlluence of his father’s brother Vincent, who vva.s 
connected with the firm, a post for him as salesman in the branch there of the Paris firm of Gonpil. The 
works sold by the firm were sentimental genre paintings of the type to be seen at that time in the Paris 
Salon, but there were also among them lithographs of Corot’s pictures. Vincent was clever at packing 
and unpacking books and pictures, and for three years he performed his duties in an exemplar}' manner. 
When he was twenty years old, he was sent to the London branch. There he employed his free week- 
ends in drawing, modestly, for his own amusement. He sent these sketches to his mother and I’heo. in 
London he had plenty of opportunities for studying art, for seeing all kinds of works, for developing his 
taste. The result was disastrous. What he preferred were pictures by Mauve, Ziem, Boldini, Meissonier, 
Knaus, Israels and one or two sickly religious painters. Even when names like Constable and the painters 
of the Barbizon school appear among his preferences, we can only conclude that he was attracted by 
their choice of subjects, and not by their artistic merit. At this time his artistic perceptions were obviously 
still unawakened, he had no feeling for class or quality; his one preoccupation was to find satisfaction 
in the contents of the pictures. 

The inward peace of mind in which he then lived was broken when he fell in love with the daughter 
of his landlady, a widow named Loyer. This girl led him on and finally told him that she was already 
engaged. The neurasthenic condition into which this adventure plunged him was not without subsequent 
effects on his relations with the Goupil Galleries, both in London, where he was dismissed, and in Paris, 
where he obtained another post through his connections — after a short unhappy stay at home and an- 
other visit to London. He was tactless in his dealings with customers, whose taste he criticized and who 
did not want to be served by the “Dutch peasant”. Nor were his employers pleased when he informed 
them that trade was nothing but organized theft. In Paris he remained for two months, and then, after 
another short visit to London, he spent the years 1875 and 1876 in the French capital. Although he 
continued to work at Goupil’s, his attitude to artistic matters had changed. Pie did not like his work, 
was not interested in the beautiful city, which gave him nothing, and lodged in a room in Montmartre, 
where he read the Bible with a young Englishman, discussing its contents for hours, on end, fie often 
Went to the English church, and thought of devoting lus life to the poor. The result wsts that he finally 
deft 'GpulriPs for good, ^ v . . v'' V'" , ■ ' " L; ’ ,■ y yfW'.. 


■;,ttis-'amdbus father eame. 'to Paris" and 'made ..proposals which’ djd..ndt. meet with Viftcem’g'hppraval, 
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Thco advised him to become a painter, but even this idea, which had occupied Vincent’s mind earlier at 
one moment in I/)ndoii, was now rejected. His education was superficial and chaotic, and he was not 
suited to any ordinary profession, in 1876 he went back to London and obtained a post au pair at 
Kaiiistfaie, as French teacher in a school owned by a grotesque pedant, who had about twenty pale and 
lUKlericd boarders in his house. Vincent had to collect the school fees from the parents, who lived in 
Whiiechapei, and flues gained an insight into the housing conditions of the poor. He lost his job when he 
returned without having got the money. Then he went to London to the house of a Methodist preacher, 
who kcjji a rather bctler boarding-school and with whom he had eager discussions on religious matters, 
lie hiiiiself preached bad sermons, and when he was ill, he praised illness and found sorrow better than 
joy. The i<ica ol consoling those who are imlortunate in this world became stronger and stronger in his 
mind. 

Christmas oJ thi.s year he spent in Ltlen, where his parents were now living. He was gloomy and rest- 
le.ss, and they breathed a sigh of relief when he went away again. Through his uncle Vincent he obtained 
a post as apprentice in a bookshop at Dordrecht. At this period he lived like an ascetic, wore Quaker 
clothes and gave himself up entirely to piety. Despite these sorrowful and gloomy moods he still took an 
interest in the landscape surrounding him, which sometimes found enthusiastic expression, and we may 
a.ssume that now and then he made sketches of it. But at this time drawing was probably no more to him 
than tlie song a traveller whistles as he tramps alone along a dusty country road. How poor his under- 
standing for art then wa.s, i.s proved by the fact that in the small town museum a trashy Christ in the 
Garden ol'Gethsemane by Aiy Scheffer was the only thing which excited his admiration. 

ilc did not stay long in Dordiecht. He was now determined to become a pastor. For this a university 
degree was ncc(;.ssary, and first fie had to fill in the gaps in his education and sit for an examination. 


He lived in Amsterdam with an uncle of his who was an admiral and who alienated him by his martial 
bearing. .For fourteen mouths Vincent worked perseveringly, and we find him spending the hot summer 
afternoons struggling with Greek dictionaries. But he could not manage it; he withdrew from the 
exatnination and decided to become a preacher on his own account. He left Amsterdam and went to 
prepare himself at the evangelicai mission school in Brussels. After three months it was found impossible 
to give him a definite appointment, but he was allowed to go as an independent missionary on his own 
account and at Ins orvn risk to the Borinage, a coal-mining district. He went to Paturages, a village near 
Mons, that same Mens where Verlaine had been imprisoned only three years before. Then he received 
an appointoent for .six months in the neighbouring viUage of Wasme. Taking the lives of the early 
Christians as a ttiodel, he gave everything he possessed to the poor, went about in a worn soldier’s coat, 


wore no stockings, made his own shirts out of old pack-cloth, and slept on the ground in a wooden hut 
He looked after the miners when they returned exhausted after twelve hours’ work underground, or wher 


they ,had 


bem mjured by dtplosiom;™ the pite; hyheip«J tWsid du^ 
too,Wt;he Wpot the gatofsp.i^,-4;rfev8tpihi^ 
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clergyman, could not understand I his eccentric behaviour: he came to see him, pacihed the wayward son 
with whom it had pleased God to i)urdeii him, and took lodgings lor him at a baker’s. Even the rciigious 
body which had given him the appointment were appalled at his ’‘‘cxces.s of zeal”, and recalled him under 
the pretext that his sermons were not good enougli. 

It is characteristic oJ the contradictions in his nature that his first pictures dale Iroiri this very time 
when he could exclaim: “Christ was the greatest ol all artists”, and that it was then that h.e spoke a great 
deal about painting and wrote to his brother: “I often long to go back to pictures.” He did a number 
ol water-colours and drawings of the life ol the miners. How began the struggle between hi.s religious 
aspirations and his artistic tendencies, which he was unable to reconcile. When the latter linally won the 
victory, it was only alter many inward struggles and terrible relapses. 

Returning to Etten, he found consolation in his lather, and painted flowers, which he had always 
loved. But a short time afterwards he went back again to the black country and wandered about the 
roads with bleeding feet, hall saviour, half tramp, sleeping in the open air; when he arrived back in the 
Borinage his despair knew no bounds. Then suddenly tiie other tendency asserted itself; he wanted to 
become a painter, he spent all his time drawing, and he wrote to his brother, who was at Goupil’s in 
Paris, that he wanted to get out ol this “dreadful, very dreadful cage”. He appealed to their mutual, 
very sincere affection and regained his brother’s confidence. They met in Etten. Vincent spent the winter 
in Brussels drawing and studying in the Museum. It was now iB8i and he was twenty-eight years old. 
Then an unfortunate love-affair with a cousin at his home once more disturbed his peace ol mind. 

Vincent next went to The Hague, where he remained lor two years. He painted in the house ol his 
cousin Mauve, in whose pictures the same flocks ol sheep were still to be seen. But this relationship gave 
Vincent no satislaction. Visits to the Mauritshuis contributed to his artistic education. One may suppose 
that here for the first time a ieeling lor quality showed itself in him, that it was no longer the social element, 
the religious legend, which interested him, when he stood long before the pictures of Rembrandt, tie was 
on the right path, but at the beginning ol 1882 an event occurred which plunged liim back into the depths 
ol self-abasement. He got to know a drunken woman who had spent her life m a state ol moral and 
physical miseiy. He brought her and her children to live in his house and used her as a model. She drank 
and smoked cigars while he went hungry. There is a sketch by him, called “Sorrow”, in which we see her 
crouching hopelessly on the ground, with withered breasts. What were his real feelings for this woman is 
clear from the quotation from Michelet which he wrote on the sketch: “How can there be lonely, deserted 
women in the world?” This relapse into the sphere ol religious and social ideas lasted eighteen months. 
Once again it was Theo who came and set him free. It was difficult for Vincent after this experience to 
rediscover his intimate connection with the brighter realms of art. He began to wander about and came 
to Drenthe, a lonely impoverished place. It seems that here he felt the fiKt symptoms of madness. The 
cross which he had taken up of his own free will, first in the Borinage and now with this woman, had 
borne,' Him, down to The, ground. ;,At'the end ,it' seeme,tl .as if he could not rise again; In', themeligio® 

' seise ■ lie ;.ha,d:pa’haps ' reached; a; woniderfui climax^, but .from ' the ;worIdly ■ point ,'of ■ View,' , that, ri'' tb. as 
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imdrt-siood hv all good citizens and pastors, it was an iml)ric 1 gcablc guH'. He dragged himself back to his 
prinaUs' house, deleated, a prodigal son who had wasted the treasures of his heart in orgies of misery, 
in a drunken least ol sell-sacrilice. 

In Nuenen, where his panmts were: now living, he regained strength enough to pull himself together 
and rcsiune painting in an atelier which he had fitted up in a church. His sister describes his appearance 
ai this lime: “Carelessly dressed in the blue smock of a Flemish peasant, his hair cut short, his reddish- 
brown beard unkempt, his eyes often inflamed and red from staring at some object in the sunlight, his 
hat with its so!t brim pressed right down over his eyes.” Another unhappy love-affair came to disturb 
him, and in addition to this in 1885 father died. 

Vincent now spent all his time painting ; the deep sky, the wide plains, the slow houses of the country. 
He ])ainl;ecl in dark, heavy colours which even at this time he was fond of contrasting and weighing against 
one another. The figures and land in these paintings were Dutch. He had been reading Zola and his love 
for the land had been strengthened thereby. At this time Daumier had significance for him, probably 
because he liked his dark prevailing tone, and perhaps also because a human and social element was 
manliest in iiis works. The worthy Breitner had taught him to paint “well”, in the sense of the old Dutch 
masters. Nuenen denotes the first period of his art; what had gone before need not be considered. But 
this art remained “provincial” and through it he could never have achieved eternal fame. The most 
typical picture from this period is the “Potato-eaters”, li we compare it with Le Nain’s pictures of 
peasants, we obtain an idea of how much was still to be done. 

Now lie proceeded by rapid stages towards his artistic maturity. He had little time to lose. Only six 
years remained until his death. The first stage in the journey was Antwerp, where he arrived when he was 
thirty-one years old. The gay and varied life of the city filled him with pleasure. He attended the painting 
classes at the Academy, but his colours dripped from the canvas to the floor. “Who are you ?” asked the 
indignant teacher. “I am Vincent the Dutchman”, he shouted back, and was transferred to the drawing 
class. In Antwerp he was able to study works of Rubens and the Japanese artists. Under their influence 
he gave up using dark colours; his palette became lighter. The study of Hokusai’s “Hundred views of 
Fujiyama” gave his pencil accuracy and style. 

After three months he had exhausted Antwerp. In February, 1886, Theo, who was still at GoupiPs, 
received a note from his brother fixing a rendezvous in the Salon Carr^ at the Louvre, The two brothers 
went to live together. Vincent worked at Cormon’s atelier, where he got to know Toulouse-Lautrec and 
the young Emile Bernard, with whom he remained afterwards in close touch and maintained an interesting 
correspondence. Up till now he had only known the Dutch painters, and among the French only Millet, 
Daumier, the Bar bizoii school, Montkelli. Now he saw Delacroix and the Impressionists. Manet had 
been dead for three years, but thp others were at the height of their careers and of their art. And they 
■ .wfreifhbnentrespf attraction;; A GoupiFs' he .'made 'the. acquaintance of ^GaUguin and sawjpictures by, ' . 
wBii|i .he''dM nqt;Hke.:;]^qreTnterestibg Tanguy’s shbp^.^Herd; paintings 'by' 
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these painters and took part in the discussions they held in the shop. Here were revelations lor Inin: 
light, colour, a new technique. That of Seurat influenced him especially. He saw with dillcrent eyes, 
absorbed and learned. With his brother he soon moved to Rue Lepic, where they had a view of the 
Moulin de la Galette and their little restaurant, kept by Merc Bataille, where besides thernselves Menclcs, 
Willette and Jaures took their meals. Vincent soon lelt Gormon’s atelier. He worked in the streets, at 
Montmartre, in the environs oi Paris, at Chatoa, Bougival and Suresnes. He painted the little restaurants 
in the bright colours ofspring, in bright blue and pink. He painted the yellow still-life with the candle and 
the sealed letter, he painted Pere Tanguy and other portraits. Paris awakened and liberated his sensuality. 
Only rarely, as in the celebrated “Courtyard of a Prison”, did a more thoughtful social note appear. 

But the winter was hard. There came bad moods and crises of neurasthenia. Then too it suddenly 
became clear that in reality everything was in vain, that these pictures could not be sold. Despite his 
influential position at Goupil’s, Theo was unable to sell a single one ol his brother’s pictures. There were 
many quarrels, and the atmosphere became unbearable. 

To all the other reasons which induced Vincent to leave Paris must be added this; a subconscious 
realization that this city was not for him an end and a goal in itself, but only the penultimate stage belore 
that lor which all that had gone before had been merely preparation. The Impressionists ? Certainly, he 
used their modes of expression, saw with their eyes, employed their technique; both he and they were 
inspired by the .same Japanese school. But beyond that? They loved the appearance of things and loved 
them with well-tempered bourgeois hearts. He loved passionately the things themselves. They liked 
brightness. He was a fanatical worshipper of the sun. That was something difierent, something deeper. 
He now set out to devote himself to this service of the sun, which was to be the justification ol the whole 
of his previous life. One day his brother found on the table an affectionate letter of farewell. 

In February, 1888, he arrived at Arles. He took a room in a small hotel, which had a cafe beneath it. 
We know from his pictures this room with the narrow bed and the two straw chairs, and we know also 
the cafe with the billiard-table in the middle and the three lamps hanging like suns from the ceiling, while 
the terrace of the cafe appears in one of his linest sketches. He painted and drew evei^ day without 
a pause. He painted the squares and streets of the town, the Aliscamps, the public gardens, the bridge, 
sunsets over Arles, fields with the railway in the background. He painted the blossoms of the fruit trees, 
gardens with gaily-coloured flowers. He painted white roses in a vase, lemons in a basket; he painted 
portraits, his own time after time, the Berceuse, the Ariesienne, the Zouave, the peasants of the Gamargue, 
the postman Roulin, who was his crony and with whom he used to sit in the little cafe until late into the 
night. He went to Les Saintes-Maries-de-ia-Mer and painted the sea and the boats. He painted and 
painted . Here in Arles he made him, sell immortal, he created his work, his monmnmtwn mrepemmius^ 
the work not of .an eye, a palette, a hand, but of a great and generous heart. Only occasionally, when his 
heart was tired, his hand went pn painting, and then empty or decorative elements entered into a few 
'afribhg diese.hundredytof pictures, v d ^ 

V'';'*f'’;:He/gaye'':Jbumsh]i\comple aS' Puce-done'ihydie Borinage. He rented' a .house. 
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paiulcd it v't'llovv and adorned it wilh six piciurcs oi siinflovvcrs. it vvas to be ihc “House of the Friends”. 
Hit* idea oi the connnunai life tiii the early Ghristiatis kepi returning' to his mind; he dreamed of artists 
living together, producing the most beautiful pictures as the fruit of their existence in common. 

He remained (lie deep, .serrsitive man he had been before. He had not become a “bourgeois”, nor 
did he become a “painter”. Something “senlimental”, in the widest and loftiest sense ol the word, is 
ihe cs.scntial clement in his art. If -we wish to analyse his work, we must begin with these values of feeling 
and expression. He was a lover who penetrated from the surface into the essence, the totality of things. 
He did not love .sunshine; he loved the sun; and it was the latter he wanted to paint, not the former. 
When he write.s.- “how beautiful is yellow”, this is not merely the sensual reaction of a painter, but the 
confession ol a man for whom yellow was the colour of tiie sun, a symbol of warmth and light. Yellow 
aroused ecstacy first as an idea in the man, then as a colour in the artist. Thus the sunflowers which he 
painted rise above the significance of ordinary still-life, and he himself says that they produce an effect 
like that oi stained-glass windows in Gothic churches. 

In his portraits, especially in his self-portraits, these values of feeling and expression are to be found 
in abundance. He himself confessed that he would have preferred above all things to paint pictures ol 
saints, with modern figures it is true, but intimately related to the primitive Christians. But he was afraid 
of his own emotions. His landscapes too are not reflections of an eye, but actual experiences of a human 
being. He himself says of them that in one he wished to express great peace, in another the extremes of 
loneliness and sorrow. His religious attitude to the world is perhaps most vividly expressed when he 
paints flowers. His sister wrote of him that even when he was a boy he understood the “soul” of flowers. 
He used to tie them together in bundles with a sensitive hand, the same hand with which later he packed 
books and pictures into cases, and later still tended the wounds of the sick. With this same delicate hand 
his brush now reproduced not only the appearance but the very soul of flowers. In one of his letters he 
speaks of the “sickly greenish-pink smile of the last flower of autumn”. That is the language of a con- 
ception which is the direct opposite of that of the Impressionists. 

But these values of feeling and expression, which are the first we must note in his pictures, are not 
mere illustration or literature transferred to canvas, but take their place with the other features of his work 
and form a dominant note which is expressed with the pure means of painting. Of the other plastic values 
we must mention his understanding for space. He knew how to give an exact impression of distances, not 
only by means of houses and trees, or by inconspicuous points of contact such as a little cart which— as 
in the picture of the railway — he places in the middle of the plane, but even by means of the varying forms 
of furrows in a field. 

That the values of movement also play an important role, in his works is likewise, not surprising 
when -we- eonsiddf his' passionate temperament. It 'is,' characteristic that-Te 'chose as- subjects ■■/for' 
" ,:Cdpites':, ■ Rembrandt’s;; Raising ^ of ,;Ta2aA3is, ..'Delacroix’s; . Gppcl ■ - Samaritan, ::Daurnier’s',;Drin^^ ' and; 

;'wdife;g;Qht^niB.g ; of ;:^sturev y 'wbjeh;;’ never:. 
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Ceased raging in his heart drove him into the open air to Ian' iha! hrovengal iXjistral which conki bow 
trees and crops down to the earth. Tims was created in the sirnggle between these iorces the ‘\st\!e 
Hamboyant’'' ol those pictures of driving clouds and laisliing cypresses. 

In making everything comprehensible become reality he was helped by those tactile values which 
are present in such abundance. He had two W'ays of realizing his feeling for tangibility: either, like the 
Japanese, inserting with the most exact draughtsmanship every little detail of ground, boats, rain, sea, etc., 
or else, on the contrary, by simplifying everything, by omitting the details and only suggesting, as Gioitu 
used to do, the essential form and material oi liouses, mountains and trees. “1 have tried to retain in the 
drawing what is essential”, he wrote to Ernile Bernard, and in the same letter he says that he fills in with 
.simplified colours the surfaces bounded by the outlines. In this way many oi his pictures have an exacti- 
tude and probability which surpass those of nature. 

These values taken together make up the style wdiich is typical of his work. But more than by all 
these features we recognize his works by the colour values. His letters from Arles to Emile Bernard with 
their descriptions of colouring abound in the praise of Veronese green, light green, yellow' in all its 
shades from orange to light lemon-yellow, Prussian blue, vermilion, violet and pink. These colours, in 
which he revels, he places together, contrasts, or combines to form harmonics by the addition of oihers. 
A young painter to whom he once gave advice relates that van Gogh was always comparing painting to 
music, and that he took piano-lessons from an old organist, in order to determine w'hich tones of the 
instrument corresponded to Prussian blue, sapphire green, cadmium and yellow-ochre. 

The beauty of pure coloui's and their harmonious blending in van Gogh’s works has never betm 
surpassed. It is the beauty and grandeur of natiu’e itselfj the equivalent of that which God has created 
in his birds, butterflies, flowers and stones, that beauty which exalts us and Hiis us with joy. All thc.se 
colours and harmonies occur in nature just as he paints them or in a. similar Ibrm. Van Gogh, however, 
was unable to find sources of inspiration higher than these; they were the limits of his art. 

“Oh, the beautilul sun of midsummer! It beats upon my head, and I do not doubt that it makes one 
a little queer”, wrote van Gogh from Arles. His invitations to visit the “House of the Friends” had been 
accepted only by Gauguin. They spoke a great deal about art, Gauguin assuming a didactic tone which 
accentuated the morbid irritability of the other until it reached a crisis. It appears that van Gogh threw 
a glass at his friend’s head and on another occasion threatened him with a razor. What is certain is that 
in a moment of mental derangement he cut off his own ear, wrapped it in paper and left it about three 
o’clock in the morning at a brothel. While Gauguin left Arles as quickly as he could, van Gogh was taken 
to hospital, where his disease took the form of hallucinations. His brother came to visit him there. After 
a fortnight he became calm again and was able to leave the hospital. But the inhabitants of Arles pre- 
sented a petition stating that as a dangerous madman he ought not to be left in liberty. He returned to 
the hospital, and during the next few weeks created some beautiful pictures: several self-portraits, among 
':;theni: the ope’ showing hnn with his' severed ear, the' garden of the hospital, the/inngr.rtpm'with the stove, 

■ ^thd'bdds':ahdfol^taihs.v'Sipac^ him af this tifiie,, and :they' w'efe;4iowed,tQ'’go out togptlier, as fdr 
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as van (Jo.i'h’s house. 'Fins short visit' wore him out. He iiiinsclf realized that, he would have to go to an 
H-syluni, and accorcliugl)’ he went t:o tliat of Saint- lletny, a few inile.s away, where he was given two room.s, 
one of which he used as an atelier. Here lie painted a number of wonderful pictures of everything that 
surrounded him: tlic house and the garden seen from all angles, landscapes seen from the open window, 
with cypresses and olive trec.s, more self-portraits, the doctor, the attendant. The la.sl intoxication of 
southern colour came upon him. Flis letters to Einilc Bernard at this time are filled with coimtle.ss obser- 
vations on colouring. Here he created some of his raaturest and most beautiful works, the copies made 
from reproductions after Rembrandt, Delacroix, Daumier and Millet. The zenith of his artistic achieve- 
ment coincided with his first successes. The Mercure de France published an appreciative article on his 
painting and Tlieo was able to announce what seemed impossible, that he had sold a picture. 

In Saint-Remy peace once moi'e entered into his soul. His clarity of mind and resignation were such 
that with painful humour he compared the living-room in bad weather to the third-class w'aiting-room of 
a remote village station, because some of the patients always wore their hats, carried walking-sticks and 
were attired in travelling dress. Nevertheless fresh crises repeatedly afflicted him and during one ol these 
he swallowed a ciuantity of paints. The sojourn in Saint-Remy became intolerable to him and at his 
brother’s suggestion lie decided to go to Auvers-sur-Oise and place himseli in the care ol Dr. Gachet, a 
friend ol impressionistic painters and their works. On May i8th, 1890, he arrived in Paris, where his 
healrliy appearance and cheerful mien were remarked upon. Three days later he reached his destination. 
!')r. Gaciiei’.s friendly altitude and admiration of his art made his stay there a pleasant one and were 
the prelude to another period ol’ intense creative activity. He painted the banks of the Oise, three large 
pictures with wide-spreading cornfields, the celebrated picture of the little Mairie at Auvers, with a 
palette determined by the atmosphere of the Ile-de-France. He also painted a portrait of Dr. Gachet and 
several others. I'his was the last impetuous effort of his life. "T will give you back the money or give 
away my soul”, he wrote to his brother. 

On July 27111 he borrowed a revolver on the pretext that he wanted to shoot crows, went into the 
lield.s, leaned against the trunk of a tree and shot himself in the breast. “Misery will never end”, was one 
af the last things he said to his brother. 

Theo followed him to the grave six months later. They are buried together in the little churchyard 
af Auvers-sur-Oise. 
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50. THE PONT DE TRINQUETAILLI 
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70. SELF-PORTRAIT. 
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74/VINCeNT VAN GOGH’S HOUSE AT ARLES. 
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